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coma, and to the mental condition of the primitive jelly-fish' a
vessel is always alive, always intelligent. The larger the craft
the more the vital functions are withdrawn from the common
gaze; in a small yacht they are always visible as an inseparable
part of the whole. In wakeful nights and from hot cabins, it
is only necessary to stumble up the companion to find the cool
freshness of deck and waking companionship. Silhouetted
against the sky, is the dark figure of the man at the wheel,
somewhere in the gloom is the officer in charge, and for'ard,
though invisible, is the watch on the look-out. The latest news
of wind and progress are to be had for the asking; it is Ml of
mystery and yet reassuringly practical.

The night Mana crossed the Equator is unforgettable; the
yacht, borne along by the newly caught trade wind, raced
through the water with the very poetry of motion. The
full moon made a silver pathway over the sea and lit up
not only the foam from the vessel's bows, but also her white
sails, which were faintly reflected in the dark sea; the masts
and rigging stood out black against the deep blue sky, while
over all was the Southern Cross. What has been said of
sunset from shipboard is still more true of moonlight and star-
light iiights. Then ocean and sky become a whole of marvellous
beauty, and of majesty beyond human ken ; always suggesting
questions, always refusing the answer.